

fq. The Hillorie of 

^riu.O my fweet beefe,l muft dill be good Angell to thee, the 
mony is paid backe againe. 

Fal. O, I doe not like that paying backe, tis a double iabour. 

Prin. I am good friends with my father, and may do any thing, 

Fal, Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou doeft,and do 
it with vnwaiht hands too. 

"Bar. Do my Lord. 

Prin. 1 haue Procured thee Jack_ a charge of foot. 

Fal. I would it had beene of horfe. Where (hall I find one that ' 

can deale well ? O for afinethecfeoftheageofxxii.orthcrea> 
bout: lam hainoully vnprouided. Well, God beethankedfor 
thefe rebels, they offend none but the vertuous, I laud them, 1 
prayfethem. Frince.Bardoll, Bar. My Lord. 

Prin. Go e beare this letter to Lord Iohn of Lancafer, 

To my brother John : this to my Lord of W eft mer lands. 

Go, Peto, to horfe for thou and I 

Haue thirty miles yet to ride ere dinner time: 

Jacke meete me to morrow in the T emplehall. 

At two a clockc in the afternoone, 

There (halt thou know thy charge, and their recciua 
Mony and order for their furniture. 

The land is burning, Percy ftands on high. 

And either they or we muftlowerlie. 

Fal. Rare words! braue world. Floftes , my breakefaftcome, 
Oh, I could with this Tauerne weremy drum. Exeunt, 

Enter Hot/ pur, Worcefter and Dow glue. 

Hot . Well faid, my noble Scot, if fpcaking truth 
In this fine age were not through flattery. 

Such attribution (hould the T>oidflas haue, 

As not a Souldier of this feafons llampe. 

Should go fo gen erall curran t th rou gh th e worl d ; 

By God 1 cannot flatter, I defie 
T he tongues of foothers,but a brauer place 
In my hearts loue hath no man then your felfe. 

Nay taske me to my word .approue me Lord. 

Dorr, Thou art the king of honour. 

No man fo potent ibreathes vponthe ground, 

But I will beard him. Enter onemth Utters. 
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Benrie the Fourth w ff- 

Hot, Do fo, and t’is well: what letters haue you there, I can 

butthankeyou. 

jMef Thefe letters come from your father. 

Hot. Letters from him ? why comes he not himfelfe t 1 
Mtf He cannot come, my Lord, he is grieuous fickc. 

Hot. Zounds, how haz he the leifufe to be fickc . 

Infuch aiufllingtime ? wholeades his power ? 
Vnderwhofegouernemcnt comethey along 
' JJejf His letters beares his mind, not I his mind. 
mr. Iprethee tell me, doth he keepe his bed ? 
fljejf. He did, my Lord, foure dayes ere 1 fet forth, 

And at the time of my departurethence, 

Hewasmuchfeard by his Phifition. 

Wir. I would the ftate of time had firfl bin whole. 

Ere he by ficknelTe had bin vjfited : 

His health was neuer better worth then now. 

Hot, Sicke now, droope now, this ficknelTe doth infcfl: 

The very life-bloud of our enter prife, 

T’iscatching hither, euen to our campe : 

He writes me here, that inward ficknelTe, 

And that his friends by deputation 

Could not fb foone be drawne, nor did he thinke it meete, 

To lay fo dangerous and deare a truft 
On any foule remou’d, but on his owne, 

Yet doth he giuevs bold aduertifement, 

That with our fmall conjunction, we (hould on, 

Tofet how fortuneis difpoVd to vs : 

For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 

Becaufe the King is certainely polled 
Ofallour purpofes : what fay you to it i 
Wor. Yourfathers ficknelTe is a maime to vs. 

Hot. A perilous gafli, a very limmelppt oflF, 

And yet, in faith, it is not his prefent want 
Seemes more then we fhallfind it. Were it good. 

To fet the exaCt wealth of all our dates, 

Allat one call ? to fetfo rich a maine, 

Onthenicehazzardofone doubtfull houre, 
c were not good, for therein fhould we read 
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